by a triumphant verdict in the courts, of unqualified ap-
proval and sanction.
Meanwhile, the initiator of all the trouble was getting
not only tired but exhausted and not only exhausted but
ill. It was plainly essential to beat a retreat and the point
was to find some really quiet refuge. Colette had spoken
to us of St. Tropez, where she had recently bought a pro-
perty. She was wildly enthusiastic about the beauties of the
Cote des Matures and raved about its bathing amenities and
its unsophistication. John was far past any enthusiasm but I
decided that we would make for St. Tropez and dragged
her with me to Thomas Cook and Son.
There, I remember, we met with discouragement. Trains
and civilization ended at St. Raphael, after which *mes-
dames' must find their way as best they might by autobus
or car. I also remember that there, in Cook's office, John
made me a minor scene of desperation: I must be crazy
to think of dragging her, tired to death as she was, to the
ends of the earth, and of landing her somewhere in the
unknown ... I think she said it was cruel of me!
But for reasons at that time unknown to myself I was
unconvinced and I clung to my plan. The spring was upon
us, the sea would be warm, Colette had enlarged upon
wonderful sea bathing, upon blessed sunshine, upon nightin-
gales and cingalas. On our way back to the hotel I conceived
a plan whereby we could make the entire journey in a car
which we had been hiring from the Transports Automobiles.
It involved some juggling of mileage and charges before I
could dish it up as a positive economy; obviously cheaper
than travelling by train. I have always been rather an adept
at this type of arithmetic. Be it as it may, John was very
tired and John was always indulgent to me. John was more-
over full of the idea that I had sufiered strain and stress as
96